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infrequent; the San Francisco earthquake and fire was two weeks
old when we first heard of it.
Loneliness was there, and homesickness, ever-present spectres
haunting crowded cities and frozen solitudes impartially, creeping
in of a night when a death-like stillness settled over the little town,
broken only by occasional footsteps or voices which were, perhaps,
friendly, but certainly not those of friends. With morning came
the ravens. These sombre creatures arrived at dawn in flocks to
line up on the roofs, resume their incessant quarrelling among
themselves, and to croak cynically when my wife tried to shoo
them away. Held sacred and inviolable by the Indians as forbears
of the Raven Clan, they were never molested, and in return,
perhaps being cognizant of some remote kinship, gathered in great
numbers in all the Indian villages.
Main Street, and all the houses standing on one side, overhung
the waters of the bay, which at high tide came up nearly to the
kitchen floor to slap and tug at the piles until my wife feared they
might give way. But as the weather moderated and spring ap-
proached3 living over the water afforded at least one mild
diversion. The hinged seat of a box-like affair enclosing an opening
in the floor of a shed adjoining the kitchen simplified garbage
disposal while providing toilet facilities, all refuse presumably
being carried away by the receding tides, Mary, a young Indian
who came of a morning to clean the office and help around the
house, called attention to another use to which this convenience
could be put. On calm days when the tide was in my wife and the
native girl fished enthusiastically through this hole with mutual
profit, the one in sport and the other in fish, all of which she
dutifully carried home to her mother.
Shortly after we were married my first major emergency
caught up with me; a well-known young woman became suddenly
and seriously ill with what her father dismissed as "another bilious
spell," but which showed all the signs and symptoms now easily
recognized as acute appendicitis. This disease was not then so
well known, nor did authorities agree on its proper treatment,
some advising starvation, morphine, and .watchful waiting, while
others, equally authoritatively, advocated immediate operation.
I had witnessed perhaps a dozen appendectomies, and had
assisted in three or four, but had never been called upon to
recognize the disease, nor to decide whether or not to operate,